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Selwyn  House 

Middle  School  dietary  M&gcizine 


The  idea  for  a  Middle  School  Literary  Magazine  was  first 
explored  in  September  1995  at  a  meeting  of  the  Middle  School 
English  teachers.  A  magazine  was  the  logical  progression  from 
the  individual  portfolios  of  writing  which  each  Middle  School 
student  compiles  during  the  course  of  the  year.  It  seemed  a 
great  pity  that  the  contents  of  these  poitfoiios  could  not  reach  a 
wider  audience;  thus,  the  idea  for  a  raa  ;azine  was  raised.  Its 
purpose,  as  the  title  suggests,  is  to  give  the  students  a  voice, 
and  a  forum  for  their  ideas.  After  an  enthusiastic  response  from 
the  boys,  six  editors  were  chosen  for  the  magazine,  and  they 
have  worked  tirelessly  to  bring  it  to  fruition.  ‘X-press’  is  the 
result,  and  we  hope  that  you  enjoy  the  first  volume. 

The  Middle  School  English  teachers  would  like  to  thank 
all  the  boys  who  contributed  to  the  magazine,  with  very  special 
thanks  going  to  our  hard-working  and.  humorous  editpr, 


c* 


Sam  Walker  8 A 
Timothy  Dobby  8A 
Roberto  Gibbons  Gomez  8B 
Michael  Sanford  8B 
Andrew  Johnston  8C 
Colin  McKenzie  8C 


Special  thanks  should  also  go  to  Mark  Hoffman  8A  for 
designing  the  cover  of  the  magazine. 


<49604> 


Selwyn  House  School 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2018  with  funding  from 
Selwyn  House  School 


https://archive.org/details/xpressmagazine1selw 


Nature 


Prose  and  Poetry 


Autumn 

A  spectrum  of  colours. 

An  artist’s  palette, 

A  scent  of  fresh  air, 

The  sound  of  snapping  twigs. 

Avenues  of  vivid  trees, 

Burnished  forests. 

Leaves  blowing  through  the  air, 

Autumn  returns  once  more. 

Alan  Cameron 
7B 


Autumn 

Autumn  is  here  and  it  is  beautiful! 

As  I  walk  down  the  quiet  street  with 
multicolour  leaves  tumbling  down 
from  the  trees  above. 

Also  the  sight  of  happy  children 
jumping  into  the  hills  of  leaves. 

Autumn  is  here  and  it  is  beautiful. 

The  season  is  at  its  peak  and  with 
every  step  I  can  hear  and  smell  the 
crushed  leaves  below  my  feet. 

Then  I  look  up  to  discover  this 
multicolour  leaf  with  all  the  colours 
of  fall. 

Autumn  is  here  and  it  is  beautiful. 

A  calm  breeze  blows  in  my  direction 
brushing  the  coloured  leaves  off  the 
trees  and  onto  the  ground. 

Then  I  look  into  a  clear  valley  and 
see  farmers  harvesting  their  food. 

Although  autumn  may  bring  death  to 
many  plants  it  also  brings  life  to  a  new 
season:  winter. 

But  autumn  is  here  and  it  is  beautiful. 

Andrew  Echenberg 
7B 


Mv  Backyard  in  Fall 

I  am  looking  out  of  the  window.  My  backyard  is  a  spectacle.  There  are  lots  of  plants  and  a 
few  animals. 

The  changing  colours  of  leaves  are  like  an  artist’s  palette.  They  are  of  all  different  shapes. 
Some  are  like  fans,  but  many  other  shapes  are  flying  around  too.  The  vegetable  garden  is  as  green 
as  an  Irishman.  It  matches  the  grass  that’s  glistening  in  the  sun. 

The  flowers  are  a  rainbow  of  colours.  They  sway  in  the  wind  like  the  big  fat  trees  that 
resemble  twigs  as  they  do  the  same. 

The  cedar  shrubs  are  like  fingers  pointing  at  the  sun.  The  sun  makes  the  neighbour’s  pool 
look  like  a  mirror. 

The  bird  feathers  that  lie  on  the  brick-coloured  deck  look  as  soft  as  cotton.  Those  feathers 
come  from  the  birds  that  are  a  concert  in  my  backyard.  They  swarm  at  bird  seed  as  if  it  were  a 
gourmet  delicacy.  Unfortunately,  my  little  cat  must  eat  them. 


Bobby  Cranker 
7C 


Autumn 

Autumn  is  such  a  beautiful  season  that  ends  quickly 
It  doesn’t  last  forever  and  then  the  cold  starts. 

There  are  many  colours  when  the  leaves  are  changing 
The  leaves  change  from  red  to  yellow  and  yellow  to  gold 
All  of  the  different  colors  can  be  extraordinary! 

The  sights  in  autumn  are  almost  as  beautiful  as  the  colours 
The  first  frost  can  be  a  warning  of  winter  coming. 

The  sun  is  blazing  on  everything  and  looking  like  gold. 

You  can  also  see  mist  and  dew  in  the  morning. 

Everyone  can  see  the  moving  of  leaves  on  the  trees, 

You  can  see  children  kicking  leaves  and  the  parents  raking  them 
after  the  children  who  keep  messing  them  up. 

The  sounds  of  autumn  are  peaceful  and  calm  and  seem  to  have 
no  ending,  the  last  chirping  of  the  birds  before  they  head  off 
Autumn  is  such  a  wonderful  season  and  I  wish  it  went  on  forever 

Daniel  Cercone 
7B 


The  Sounds  and  the  Sights  of  the  City 


A  rainbow  of  colour, 

A  sky  of  water, 

A  hole  of  doughnuts  in  a  policeman’s  hand. 

A  scribble  of  pencils, 

A  shatter  of  glass, 

An  egg  box  of  golf  balls  lying  motionless  on  the  sand. 

A  cacophony  of  telephones, 

A  sunshine  of  flowers, 

A  grinding  of  dentists  whose  teeth  look  grand. 

A  gun  shot  of  crime, 

A  waterfall  of  laughter, 

A  calligraphy  of  Chinese  phrases  from  a  far  away  land. 


Sean  Salusbury 
7B 


Colours  of  Autumn 

Crimson,  bronze,  gold,and  lots  of  other  coloured  leaves. 

The  end  of  Autumn  leaves  us  with  lots  of  harvesting  to  do. 
The  beautiful  smell  of  woodsmoke  or  damp  earth. 

The  leaves  turning  like  a  tornado  in  the  air 
Morning  mist  when  I  awake:  then  I  step  outside  and  notice 

there  is  lots  of  dew. 

Leaves  are  shifting  gracefully  on  the  floor. 

While  I  open  and  shut  my  classroom  door, 

The  bonfires  burning  like  the  blazing  of  the  sun 
People  crushing  leaves  like  they  weren’t  there 
The  leaves  are  changing  colours  like  an  artist  changes  his  pastels. 
Winter  is  arriving  like  a  blitz  of  light. 


Chris  Mettler 
7B 


At  Dorval  Island 


Dorval  Island  is  situated  on  Lake  St. -Louis,  facing  Montreal  and  an  Indian  reserve.  No 
one  except  the  members  and  their  guests  are  allowed  on  the  island.  It  is  very  quiet  there;  the  kids 
play  around,  the  birds  sing  soft  notes,  and  the  adults  read.  It  is  beautiful  to  live  there  in  the 
summer,  for  there  are  no  cars  except  the  town  car.  For  people  of  the  city  it  is  a  fantasy  island,  and 


for  the  members,  their  homes. 

Zaven  Gunjian 
7C 

FIRE 

A  mirage  of  flames 

A  cloud  of  smoke 

An  illuminate  of  light 

An  illusion  of  hell 

A  spirit  of  devils 

A  shadow  of  fire 

A  state  of  burning 

A  combustion  of  flames 

A  mass  of  burning  fuel 

A  shooting  of  firearms 

A  member  of  a  fire  brigade 

A  lung  of  heat 

An  explosive  of  gas 

A  hose  of  water 

A  hiss  of  steam 

A  universe  of  ashes 

Sarib  Shaikh 
7B 


THE  COLOR  OF  AUTUMN 


Emerald  green  to  sunny  yellow  to  orange  flames, 

And  red  like  blood, the  last  colour  until  the  snow  comes. 
The  earth  is  moist  and  the  crops  are  being  harvested. 
Leaves  being  crushed  by  the  strong, howling  wind. 

Crab  apples  tackled  to  the  ground  by  the  mighty  air. 

The  burning  smell  of  smoke  from  the  hot,  orange  flames. 
The  scent  of  the  flowers  vanishing  and  leaving  open  space, 
And  the  rainbow  of  colours  on  the  different-shaped  leaves. 

Golden  sunshine  to  gusting  rain  to  snowflakes  and  sun  again. 
Pumpkins  as  bright  as  orange  flames  and  carved  into  the 

Hallowe’en  spirits. 

Emerald  green  to  sunny  yellow  to  orange  flames. 

And  red  like  blood, the  last  color  until  the  snow  comes. 


David  How 
7B 


Autumn 

A  season  where  leaves  die,  trees  die  and  heat  dies, 

A  palette  of  colours  blended  with  the  decaying  foliage. 

Wind  rustling  and  school  starting,  children  running,  children  jumping, 
and  leaves  breaking  as  they  land.  A  Season  of  love  for  some, 
but  full  moons  and  vampires  are  plentiful  and  you  had  better  hide  because  a  Nile 

of  monsters  are  on  their  way  for  candy! 


Alexander  Lemieux 

7B 


Autumn 


The  leaves  blowing  and  twisting  in  the  wind 
The  trees  bending  from  side  to  side 

The  singing  and  screeching  of  the  birds 
As  they  prepare  for  the  long  journey  south 

The  sun  peaking  through  the  trees 
The  cool  chills  of  the  autumn  winds 

The  golden  yellow  and  scarlet  red  leaves 
sailing  down  to  the  leaf-covered  ground 


The  crunching  and  crackling 
of  the  twigs  and  leaves 
as  I  walk  along 

The  country  is  free;  let  it  be. 

Matthew  Riggs 
7B 

Solitude 

There  was  a  cold  bite  in  the  air.  Coloured  leaves  flew  in  the  wind 
and  made  a  small  fleet  as  they  landed  on  the  water.  There  was  a  harmony  of  all 
creatures;  the  strings  of  a  cricket,  the  sweet  melody  of  a  bird  and  a  rustling  of 
leaves  all  came  together  to  make  a  natural  orchestra.  The  crystal-clear  water  was 
motionless.  The  sugary  smell  of  pine  needles  and  maple  sap  were  just 
distinguishable  in  the  slow-moving  breeze.  Mountains  stood  high  above 
everything,  like  guards  at  the  gate  of  paradise.  An  echoing  call  of  a  loon  could 
be  heard  for  miles. 

Geoffrey  Spielman 
7B 


The  Season  of  Surroundings 

A  blowing  of  wind  passes  by, 
a  bank  of  leaves  start  to  fly. 

You  see  an  avenue  of  vivid  trees, 
burnished  forests,  a  buzz  of  bees. 


You  hear  leaves  crunching  underfoot, 
colours  such  as  ochre,  garnet,  and  a  creamy  chocolate. 


There  is  fruit  being  harvested  by  hard-working  men, 
gusting  rain,  and  hasty  winds. 

On  a  porch  there  is  our  pumpkin, 
glowing  vividly  like  rays  of  sunshine. 


The  smell  in  the  air  is  of  fresh  harvestedhay, 
yet  there  is  also  a  scent  of  decaying  flowers  and  foliage. 


The  summer  has  come  to  an  end, 
with  winter  around  the  bend. 


Adam  Sakara 
7B 


Humans  and  Nature 

Who  will  hear  the  lightness  of  rain  banging  on  the  window? 

What  will  become  of  the  laughing  of  water  if  there  is  no  one  there  to  hear  and  see  it? 

When  will  we  finally  appreciate  a  swirl  of  snow  before  it  will  leave  us? 

Why  shall  a  sigh  of  flowers  never  be  seen  again,  only  in  a  library  of  thoughts? 

Where  will  be  the  scent  of  rainbows,  once  shadows  of  rain  have  left  us? 

How  could  we  be  so  cruel,  to  hurt  the  singing  of  winds? 

Because  it  is  now  that  we  can  preserve  wonderful  things,  like  a  vapour  of  sand. 

Watching  and  listening  to  these  beautiful  things  is  like  having  an  eye  of  diamonds. 

If  we  don’t  stop  killing  our  environment  and  ourselves  by  polluting  and  by  having  nuclear  wars, 
there  will  be  a  never-ending  of  clocks  for  the  final  dam  of  hope. 

Without  all  of  the  beautiful  things  on  our  planet  and  without  ourselves,  all  that  would  be  left  is  a 
stab  of  silence. 


Matthew  Gore 
7B 


Playing  Golf  on  an  Autumn  Morning 

The  smell  of  wood  smoke, 

The  scent  of  dried-up  foliage, 

A  breeze  of  twirling  leaves, 

A  spectrum  of  colours. 

Avenues  of  vivid  trees  along  each  hole, 

A  rising  mist  coming  out  of  every  pond, 

Leaves  crunching  under  my  feet. 

Hidden  twigs  snapping, 

The  cry  of  a  staying  blue  jay, 

Last  robbins  flying  out  of  sight. 
Chipmunks  collecting  their  last  nuts  for  the  winter, 

A  golden  sunshine  rises  into  sight. 

Puddles  of  water  shining  in  each  sand  trap, 

The  flight  of  the  18th  hole’s  flag, 

The  smell  of  crispy  bacon  coming  from  the  clubhouse. 


Michael  Phillips 
7B 

African  Desert 

An  array  of  Giraffes 
An  ocean  of  sand 
A  cluster  of  trees 
A  rainbow  of  sunlight 
A  whisper  of  solitude 
A  dancing  of  shadows 
A  fall  of  night 
A  crisp  of  cool  air 
A  mystery  of  deserts. 

Adam  Azimov 

8B 


The  Arctic 

The  barren  expanse, 
Seemingly  stretching  for  miles. 

The  lone  man  stares. 

Up  at  the  sky  from  his  fire, 
With  a  gleam  in  his  eye. 

Like  an  icy  desert. 
Mountains  of  snow, 

White  like  the  man’s  face. 

As  he  lies  there 
Losing  his  resolve 

To  survive, 

Tlh®  aurcd8«» 


Eitan  Yane 
8A 

Canoe  Trip 

We  just  finished  a  portage, 

300  meters  long.  We  set 
our  packs  in  the  canoe. 

We  were  ready  to  head  out 
into  an  unexpected  lake. 

As  we  head  out  our  canoe  gets 
moved  every  possible  way 
by  the  small  but  powerful  waves. 

No  control  but  still  laughing 
while  the  waves  splashed  into  our  canoe. 

We  finish  the  short  amount  of  choppy  waves, 
ready  to  go  to  the  next  portage. 

This  short  but  sweet  adventure 
brings  memories,  memories  we  will  remember  forever. 


Justin  MacManus 
7A 


The  Messenger 

Autumn,  the  lone  messenger  of  winter 

perturbs  our  world. 

A  melancholy  breeze  fills  the  air 
as  a  hurricane  of  colour  adds 
a  new  light  of  hope  to  the  soul. 

Autumn,  the  assassin  of  summer,  destroys 
the  re-found  bond  between  the  summer  and  nature. 
Autumn’s  crimson  cloak  swallows  the  birds, 
as  hell’s  hand  brushes  the  trees. 

A  squadron  of  colours  start  to  fall. 

All  hope  begins  to  fade 

as  a  cocoon  of  deathly  white  misery 

surrounds  us. 


Jason  Tsoukas 
8B 


MONTREAL 

A  spectacle  of  bright  lights  in  the  night; 

A  cholesterol  of  cars  blocking  the  main  arteries  of  roads; 

A  reverberation  of  music  dancing  down  St.  Catherine  Street; 

A  foulness  of  mouths  blurting  out  their  complaints  to  each  other; 

A  greed  of  consumers; 

A  profit  of  shops; 

A  sea  of  tall  buildings; 

An  ocean  of  people. 


Charles  Wasserman 
8B 


THE  NATURE  OF  DREAMS  IN  THE  CITY 

A  fog  of  clouds  came  to  a  halt. 

They  came  from  the  underworld  of  the  streets 
And  went  to  the  door  of  choices. 

A  ceiling  of  heaven  took  them  in 
Like  a  nest  of  birds. 

A  maelstrom  of  rain 
That  was  a  discovery  of  the  future 
Took  over  the  city  of  work 
Like  a  grasping  fist  of  gold. 

This  maelstrom  ruled  the  city  with  no  rules. 

A  light  waterfall  of  mist  acted  as  a  distraction 
While  a  laughing  of  winds 
showed  power  of  a  god. 

All  the  city  needed 
Was  a  window  of  dreams 
to  escape  this  nightmare  of  nature; 

It  escaped  into  the  future  of  today. 


Michael  Reinharz 
8B 


Phoenix 


A  rhapsody  of  nostalgia 

A  paternity  of  knowledge 

An  heirloom  of  experiences 


Demise. 

A  wake  of  memories  flowing  aimlessly  adrift 
Upon  a  sea  of  aspiration  as  it  perseveres  forth 
To  the  immortal  expanse  of  ethereal  grandeur 
While  predecessors  fall  in  the  battle  that  cannot  be  won 

An  organon  of  perspectives, 

A  succession  of  invention, 

A  blossom  sprouting  forth  from  an  empty  lea 


Genesis. 

A  seed  sprouting  to  extrude  and  thrust  into 

An  azure  of  sky  thought  to  be  beyond  the  attainable 

As  forefathers  melt  into  an  impregnable  wall  of  transparency. 

An  opaque  nebula  of  succession, 

A  frontier  of  incognito, 

A  chronicle  unread. 


Generations 


The  flaming  plumed  raptor  is  borne  from  the  asylum 

Of  a  cradled  egg  to  span  its  wings  and  depart  from  the  leavy  arms 

To  continue  into  the  fray ful  journey  destined  never  to  end. 


Alexander  Davis 
8B 


A  River 

A  river  is  an  ocean  at  sea, 
it  rocks,  it  splashes,  it  tumbles. 
But  still  as  beautiful  as  can  be. 


The  river  is  the  keeper  of  all  life  under  sea. 
It  feeds  and  keeps  them. 

And  provides  homes  for  their  family. 


A  river  is  a  motion  flowing  to  the  sea, 
Churning,  swirling  and  twirling. 
Tossing  the  boats  at  sea. 


A  river  is  a  keeper. 

An  ocean  is  the  passer, 
A  sea  is  the  receiver, 
for  now  and  ever  after. 


Goodbye.  Summer 


Tristan  Schulz 
8A 


A  rainbow  of  trees,  fading  away. 

The  scarlet  red,  the  golden  yellow,  the  bronze  orange, 
all  burnishing,  vanishing  into  the  mist. 

A  gusting  wind  and  rain,  blowing  leaves  away. 

The  crackling  of  the  bonfire,  burning  them  astray. 

The  yelps  of  children,  kicking  clouds  of  them  away, 
into  the  air,  into  the  breath  of  silence. 

A  snap  of  twigs,  a  splash  of  puddles, 

a  crunch  of  leaves,  a  thud  of  windfalls 

as  they  hit  the  ground,  hit  the  foundation  of  themselves. 

The  decay  of  the  translucence  of  life, 

the  burnished  forest,  once  vivid  trees, 

the  first  frost,  a  warning  of  winter, 

the  misty  dew,  a  farewell  to  summer, 

the  final  harvest,  fruits  and  flowers  alike, 

the  gusting  rain,  wind  and  showers, 

the  golden  sunshine,  promising  of  brighter  days. 

Robbie  Zalcman 
8B 


A  Canadian  Symphony 

A  whisper  of  winds. 

The  hissing  of  snakes. 

The  drumming  of  rabbit’s  feet. 

The  beatings  of  prairie  dogs. 

The  howling  of  wolves. 

The  screaming  of  hawks. 

The  deafening  roar  of  a  grizzly. 

The  dead  silence  of  a  sole  Seqouia. 
The  gushing  of  currents. 

The  eternal  moan  of  the  hills  and  forests. 


The  Ocean 


Philip  Hospod 
8B 


I  listen  to  silence; 

I  watch  the  stillness. 

The  tide  comes  in. 

Bringing  thoughts  with  it. 
Thoughts  of  the  ‘fortunate’ 
Thoughts  of  the  rich,  the  famous. 
Then,  the  water  rushes  back  out  to  sea. 

I  wait  four  hours, 

The  tide  comes  in. 

New  thoughts  does  this  one  bring; 
Thoughts  of  those  who  live  under  the  stars, 
The  homeless. 

I  weep  at  their  chance, 

And  I  dive  into  emptiness. 


Russell  Fraser 
8B 


The  Tiger 

In  the  African  Savannah 
The  sun  beams  down 
Striking  the  golden  brown  fur  of  the  tiger. 

As  he  takes  step  by  step 

The  grass  crunches  down  by  his  long  and  sharp  claws. 

As  he  is  looking  for  his  prey 
He  has  a  sparkle  in  his  eyes 
But  the  sparkle  quickly  leaves  his  eyes 
It  is  now  a  one-on-one  battle  between  him  and  the  prey 
He  begins  to  crawl  carefully  and  closer  to  his  prey. 

As  he  takes  one  striking  pounce 
His  long,  sharp  claws  sink  into  the  skin  of  the  prey 
And  as  the  animal  falls 
It  is  a  midnight  meal  for  the  tiger. 


Chris  Politis 
8A 


A  Walk  in  the  Woods 

Amidst  a  crowd  of  giant  maples  I  walk  towards  an  unreachable  goal.  Pale  shafts  of  light 
slice  through  the  thick  foliage  above,  illuminating  whatever  lies  in  its  path.  I  walk  on, 
concentrating  on  my  undistinguishable  surroundings.  With  each  step,  an  army  of  brittle  leaves  is 
wiped  out,  their  yelps  of  anguish  echo  intermittently  along  the  path  until  my  next  footfall.  An 
impenetrable  wall  of  darkness  saunters  ahead  of  me,  shrouding  everything  within  a  few  feet.  A 
light  mist  is  rising  from  the  damp  earth,  diluting  the  crisp  air  with  humidity.  As  I  tread 
monotonously  along,  I  savour  the  smell  of  the  trees  encasing  the  trail.  I  have  hiked  this  trail  on 
numerous  other  occasions.  I  am  alone,  yet  I  feel  as  if  I  am  with  old  friends.  I  have  never  reached 
the  end.  I  do  not  want  to.  I  like  to  think  that  I  never  will,  that  this  abundance  of  trees  and  leaves 
goes  on  forever. 


James  Govan 
8B 


The  Pride  of  the  Wolves 


A  clan  of  wolves 
the  masters  of  bears. 

They  are  the  ones  who  rule  the  land, 
not  us  humans  in  despair. 

With  the  scent  of  a  hound, 
and  the  sight  of  a  hawk. 

Their  quickness  is  such  of  the  light. 

For  everyone  knows  that  they  are  the  slhsidk^s  of  the  night. 

Inch  by  inch,  mile  by  mile 
we  destroy  their  proud  land, 
with  no  disgrace  on  our  hands. 

But  instead  with  the  knowledge 
that  we  are  destroying  their  homes, 
to  build  those  of  our  own. 

Man  fears  wolf,  wolf  hates  man 
but  man  has  the  advantage. 

They  have  their  rifles,  they  have  no  pity 
for  each  great,  nameless  shadow  that  they  kill. 

These  things  show  that  we  will  never  possess 
the  wisdom  of  the  wolf. 

We  pierce  their  land  of  peaceful  tranquility 
just  to  express  our  power. 

The  pride  of  the  wolves 

stares  destruction  in  the  eye;  things  such  as  these 
show  that  we  will  never  be  their  equal. 

A  wisdom  of  strength,  a  wisdom  of  power 
makes  them  move  to  the  land  beyond! 

We  are  the  creators  of  this  evil  during  this  unspoken  war. 
For  the  time  approaches  when  there  will  be 
none  left  of  these  great, 
nameless  shadows  of  the  earth! 


Roberto  Gibbons  Gomez 

8B 


Pure  Pleasure 

The  colossal  mountains 
were  slowly  whited  out 
and  those  who  were  not 
caught  up  in  the  fast  lane  of  life 
and  those  who  knew 
true  beauty  is  not  a  pile  of  cash 
were  left  to  witness 
an  incredible  sight. 


Philip  Oliver 
8A 


The  Inevitable 


You  take  a  leap  and  clear  the  log.  Blood  rushes  to  your  head.  Your  heart 
pounds  like  it’s  going  to  rip  through  your  chest.  You  try  to  scream,  try  to  warn 
helpless  others  but  not  a  sound  escapes  from  your  mouth.  You  keep  running, 
your  legs  pumping  like  hydraulic  pistons.  You  can’t,  you  won’t,  but  you  want  to 
get  away.  The  speed  of  the  thumping  in  your  chest  increases  with  the  approach  of 
the  lethal  predator.  All  you  need  is  a  place  to  hide,  somewhere  to  escape.  Seconds 
are  wasted  as  you  take  a  moment  to  look  back  on  your  pursuer.  That  is  your 
mistake.  You  speed  up  as  death  approaches.  Your  limbs  stiffen.  You  cannot 
continue  for  much  longer.  You  are  inevitably  going  to  die.  Finally,  you  run  out 
of  energy  and  will  to  live.  You  collapse  on  the  ground,  blood  flowing  from  your 
wound.  A  sharp  crack  resonates  through  the  forest  surroundings.  Before  you  can 
say  goodbye,  the  bullet  catches  up.  Silence,  darkness,  death. 

You  are  the  prey  and  time  is  the  predator. 

Sam  Walker 
8A 


The  Wolf 

Deep  in  the  woods, 

Beyond  any  trace 
Of  the  human  world, 

Among  a  tranquil,  dense  blanket  of  fir  trees, 

Lives  the  Wolf. 

Its  emerald  eyes 
Gleam  with  ferocity 
In  the  moonlight. 

The  lean, 

grey  figure 

Intimidates  those  who  dare  come  near. 

Its  shining  ivory  teeth, 

Sharp  as  razors 
Are  bared. 

As  it  emits  a  piercing, 

mournful  cry 

That  echoes, 

And  beats  intensively 
Against  the  sky. 

Tim  Dobby  8A 


The  Power  of  Nature 

A  hurricane  of  winds 
A  power  of  Zeus 
An  explosion  of  catastrophe 
A  belch  from  below 
A  shaking  of  hell 
A  message  from  the  gods 
A  swirling  of  winds 
A  stampede  of  wild  beasts 
An  infinity  of  rain 
A  gift  from  the  heavens 
A  collection  of  mgsteries 

The  power  of  nature.  Alex  San  Qregorio  8  A 


War 


Prose  and  Poetry 


Remembrance  Day 


Remembrance  Day  has  passed  again.  The  only  difference  this  time  is  that  I  feel  I 
understand  it  better.  I’ve  been  at  Selwyn  House  since  Grade  One  and  every  year  at  this  time  I  have 
sat  through  the  Remembrance  Day  Assembly  not  fully  understanding  the  meaning  of  it.  I  think  it 
has  taken  on  a  new  meaning  now. 

It  used  to  mean  remembering  the  men  that  had  fallen  in  the  war  and  honouring  those  that 
had  fallen.  Now,  it  takes  on  that  meaning  and  another  one.  It  also  means  remembering  war  in 
general  so  that  we  never  make  the  mistake  of  falling  into  another  world  war.  It  is  a  mistake  that  we 
already  made,  twice,  and  one  that  we  should  never  make  again. 

This  year’s  Remembrance  Day  Assembly  was  important  because  it  also  marked  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  many  important  days  in  World  War  Two.  It  also  commemorated  Yitzak  Rabin  who 
had  died  a  few  days  earlier  in  an  act  of  terrorism.  I’m  beginning  to  see  why  we  sit  through  the 
assembly  and  what  it  means.  I  think  now  that  I  appreciate  the  assembly  for  its  full  meaning. 

Alex  Black 
7C 


Peace 

His  heart  pounded  as  he  lay  in  his  trench. 
His  foes,  on  the  other  side,  were  sighing; 
The  battle  field  stank  of  a  nasty  stench. 
As  his  family  at  home  were  crying. 


His  Captain  had  to  make  a  decision, 
To  wait,  surrender,  or  fight; 
Life  and  death  hit  in  collision. 

As  his  body  shook  with  fright. 


He  didn’t  want  to  die. 
The  horrors  of  war  immense; 

His  tears  were  now  dry, 
As  soldiers  lay  in  suspense. 


But  soon  the  Captain  gave  an  order, 
And  he  sprung  out  of  his  hole; 
Later  to  fall  in  the  mortar, 


Of  the  world’s  unreachable  goal. 
Peace. 


David  Knecht 
8B 


This  Year’s  Remembrance  Dav 


On  November  1 1th  1995,  numerous  commemorations  took  place  for  Remembrance  Day. 
Thousands  gathered  to  remember  the  brave  who  stood  up  for  us.  Most  of  the  celebrations  took 
place  in  Place  du  Canada.  Some  veterans  of  the  war  spoke  to  the  crowd,  describing  the  conditions 
of  the  war.  They  spoke  about  the  rat  and  lice-infested  trenches,  as  well  as  seeing  some  of  their 
best  friends  dying  right  in  front  of  their  eyes.  They  expressed  a  lot  of  emotion.  After  the  speeches 
and  a  moment  of  silence  there  was  a  parade  along  St-Catherine  street.  Families  of  the  victims  and 
people  in  general  took  some  time  to  think  about  those  who  risked  their  lives  for  our 
generation.These  heroes  will  be  remembered  for  ever! 


Sohil  Ran  gw  ala 
8C 


THE  REMEMBERED 

Some  lost  their  limbs, 

Some  lost  their  lives. 

Because  of  their  actions, 

Our  freedom  survives. 

They  gave  their  youth, 

They  paid  the  price. 

They  would  do  it  again, 

Without  thinking  twice. 

We  remember  them  always, 
Each  November’s  eleventh  day. 
Their  bravery  preserved, 

Our  democratic  way. 


Daniel  Muroff 
8C 


War  —  From  a  Soldier’s  Point  of  View 

War  is: 

Driving  along  in  your  tank  with  your  best  buddy... 
...and  suddenly  not  having  a  best  buddy. 

Serving  your  country  valiantly... 

...by  killing  people  wearing  the  wrong  uniform. 

An  easy  way  to  get  into  college  ... 

...provided  you  make  it  through  the  war. 

Knowing  you’ll  get  out  alive  ... 

...and  also  believing  in  the  Easter  Bunny. 

Guns,  glory  and  a  big  fat  pay  check... 

...at  the  expense  of  living,  breathing  human  beings. 


Theo  McLauchlin 
8B 

DOWN  IN  THE  TRENCHES 
Down  in  the  trenches, 

A  dark  and  dirty  place, 

The  crackling  of  gunfire, 

Unending  anxiety.  When  will  the  next  shot  come? 

Will  it  hit  me?  My  friends? 

The  commander  yells:  “Over  the  top,  boys,  “  in  a  loud,  clear  voice, 
Obediently,  we  all  go  over  the  side. 

We  are  like  new-born  puppies  without  our  mothers  to  protect  us. 

We  scramble  across  the  dreaded  no-man’s  land. 

Helplessly,  helplessly  trudging  on  to  our  death, 

BANG!  A  shot  fires!  A  man  drops,My  friend! 

I  have  no  choice  but  to  leave  him  there  in  the  stench  we  called  mud. 
What  a  horrible  way  to  die,  I  thought  to  myself  as  I  threw 
another  grenade,  I  wished  it  could  just  all  be  over  and  done  with, 

I  once  was  enthusiastic  about  war, 

I  thought  we’d  go  there,  kill  some  Germans  and  then  leave, 

But  now  I  realise  that  was  just  a  patriotic  he  that  the 
government  had  been  feeding  us, 

I  just  hope  that  my  name  will  never  be  forgotten. 

Josh  Wilner 
8C 


Snapshots 


World  War  I. 

Amidst  the  overcast  sky,  and  an  ominous  wind,  the  battlefield  had  turned  into  a  rugged  terrain; 
made  so  by  the  corpses  of  militants  whose  lives  had  been  put  to  waste  in  their  frivolous  attempt  to 
further  invade  into  enemy  territory. 

Myriads  of  limp,  lifeless  corpses. 

Blood-drenched  battlefield. 

Overcast  sky. 

Ominous  wind. 

World  War  II. 

Generations  cry  out  from  the  ashes  of  two  atomic  flashes:  cries  of  suffering,  agony,  anguish, 
desolation.  With  severe  bums  and  lacerations  on  the  body,  a  young  boy,  bald  from  radiation 
overdose,  and  silently  enduring  tremendous  pain,  lay  on  a  stretcher,  waiting  to  be  delivered  to  an 
overcrowded  hospital  with  few  medical  supplies. 

Tears. 

Pain. 

Sorrow. 

Despair. 

Vietnam. 

An  adolescent  witness  of  innumerable  killings,  he  lay,  not  having  lived  out  the  potential  of  his  life, 
on  the  jungle  floor,  fatally  wounded  and  bleeding  to  death...  Pain  -  unbearable,  searing  pain.  He 
saw  an  enemy  military  vehicle  passing  by;  withdrew  gun;  aimed  for  the  gas  compartment;  fired. 
Explosion. 

Complete  whiteness. 

Complete  blackness. 

Nothingness. 

Sarejavo. 

A  little  girl,  all  alone,  on  the  streets,  running  towards  a  water  pump  to  fetch  for  her  crippled  Mama 
and  talking  to  herself  as  she  went.  Crying  silent  tears  and  oblivious  to  the  nearby  crackle  of 
gunfire,  she  wondered  whether  one  of  the  bombs  whizzing  above  might  land  on  her.  Shaking 
away  the  thought  of  death,  she  continued  her  odyssey  to  the  water  pump.  A  bombshell  descended 
at  optimal  velocity.  A  big  explosion  follows.  As  the  mist  clears  up... 

Bleakness. 

A  toppled  pail. 


Christopher  Cheung  8B 


Countless  men  on  either  side 
sitting,  waiting  for  the  word, 
getting  ready  to  make  their  move. 

Miles  away  in  perfect  safety 
are  two  men  finally  sitting  down  to  talk  peace 
after  20  years  of  fighting. 

The  men  are  ready  and  take  their  places, 
they  charge,  they  stagger,  they  fall  dead. 

The  field  is  Uttered  with  corpses  and  rivers  of  red. 

Miles  away  in  perfect  safety, 
two  men  are  signing  a  peace  treaty  and  laughing, 
having  a  good  time  and  becoming  friends. 

The  war  is  over  and  they  count  the  bodies, 
tens,  hundreds,  thousands,  maybe  more, 
but  does  anyone  remember  why  it  started? 


Mark  Hoffman 
8A 


THOSE  CROSSES  YOU  SEE 
AREN’T  JUST  CROSSES 


Those  crosses  you  see 
Aren’t  just  crosses. 

They  show  where  men  fought 
Their  last  battle. 

Breathed  their  last  breaths 
And  cried  for  their  mothers. 

These  men  fought  for  us 
Died  for  us. 

They  helped  to  win 
The  war. 

They  fought  for  what 
They  thought  was  right. 

So  you  see 
Those  crosses 
Aren’t  just  crosses. 

Anonymous 


The  Inevitable 

The  night  was  frigid, 

The  situation  was  tense. 

In  our  camp,  men  were  silent, 
We  cleaned  and  greased  our  guns. 
I  tried  to  think  of  something  else, 
But  soon  was  lost 
At  sixteen  years  of  age. 

I  was  very  nervous, 

And  began  to  vomit. 

Now  I  really  knew 
What  I  had  got  myself  into. 


David  Newall  LeVasseur 

8B 


They  Went  To  War 


They  went  to  war  with  cheers  and  roars, 
they  came  back  with  tears  and  sores, 
they  went  with  pride, 
and  returned  with  cries. 

They  stayed  in  trenches, 
with  awful  stenches, 
so  many  went, 
but  so  few  returned. 

Now  we  remember  them, 
as  they  lie  row  on  row, 
we  remember  them  from  yesterday, 
as  we  watch  the  dawn  of  another  day. 


Anonymous 


Hallowe’en 


Prose  and  Poetry 


Poem: 

There  is  a  boogieman  in  my  closet 
waiting...  lurking 
sharpening  his  bloody  teeth 
good  night. 


Benji  Bamoff 
7A 


Hallowe’en 

On  Hallowe’en  it  was  dark  that  night, 
The  Bogeyman  had  risen. 
People  vanished  in  the  night, 

The  Bogeyman  had  come. 


Ben  Spencer 
7  A 


Hallowe’en  Night 

Down  on  the  street  of  the  haunted  house 
the  devil  stares  with  an  evil  grin, 
and  the  bloody  pumpkins  smile. 

Mario  D’otolo 
7A 


HALLOWE’EN! 

On  Hallowe’en, 

The  Witches  come  out, 
the  Ghosts  get  ready  to  scare  children  and 
the  children  go  out  for  candy. 

On  Hallowe’en. 


Teddy  Kyres 
7A 


It's  Hallowe'en 


It's  Hallowe'en, 


When  ghosts  lurk  behind  cars. 


When  demons  hide  behind  homes. 


And 

when 


free! 

for 

little  children  get  candy 


Richard  Muise 
7A 


Hallowe’en  Night 

It’s  Hallowe’en, 

Get  ready  and  disguise  as 
Monsters. 

But  don’t  stay  up  late, 
or  the  Boogey  Man  will  stalk 


You 


Leslie  Chau 
7A 


HALLOWE’EN 


Gm  Hallow©’©®  might  ghosts  com© 
out  to  play.  Demons  lurk  a®  the 
shadows,  a®d  witches  rale  the 
sky.  So  om  Hallow©’©®  might  beware 
because  you’re  i®  for  a  scare. 


EMC  HAMZA 
7A 


The  Headless  Horseman 

The  Headless  Horseman  stalks  the  vampire. 
Hidden,  he  waits. 

The  vampire  sees  the  horseman. 

Turns  into  a  bat  and  flies  away. 


Michael  Sproule 
7A 


Howlowe’en 
On  the  thirty-first  of  October 
demons  will 
lurk 

the  ghosts  will 
haunt 

Frankenstein  will 
rise 

for  it’s  Hallowe’en 


Trevor  Parekh 
7A 


The  Lurker 


StLtyyn 


,  w  schoui 
1  irr  ary 


The  bloody  man  walked  along  the  streets  in  the  dim  light  of  a  torch.  He  lurked  in  lanes  and 
alleyways,  laughing  and  cackling.  He  was  searching  for  someone  to  kill.  In  his  evil  way  he  yelled, 
a  yell  that  could  be  heard  throughout  the  city  that  broke  the  sound  of  the  victim  he  had  just 
murdered.  The  next  day,  he  was  up  for  wanted  with  a  bounty  over  his  head;  the  sum  was: 

$50,000.  The  man  was  tracked  down  and  was  locked  up  in  a  dark  and  gloomy  dungeon  which 
ended  the  man’s  murderous  career. 


Patrice  Roy 
7A 


The  Deadly  Night 

The  deadly  stalking  Dracula 
came  lurking  down  Headless 
Street,  looking  for  some  blood 
to  drink,  AAOOOOOW,  another 
body  is  dead. 

Roderick  Leider 
7A 

Hallowe’en 

Hallowe’en 
Evil  Incarnate 
Calls. 

A  raspy  voice: 

‘Trick  or 
Treat!” 

My  hand  is 
frozen  in  the 
bag. 

Laughing. 

Cackling. 

Silence. 

Jonathan  Verrall 
7A 


The  Stupid  Skeleton 


There  once  was  a  skeleton, 
had  a  maggot  as  a  friend, 
the  stupid  skeleton, 
had  a  cobweb  as  his  brain. 


Justin  Landry 
7A 


Hallowe’en 


Hallowe’en,  Hallowe’en,  Hallowe’en, 

Is  the  spookiest  time  of  year. 

All  the  ghosts  and  goblins  running  in  the  street. 
Looking  for  little  kids’  necks  to  suck  on! 


Sebastian  Negrete 
7A 


The  night  of  Hallowe’en, 
Frankenstein  roamed  the  deadly  graveyard, 
Stalking  for  evil  souls  and  spirits, 

As  ghosts  overlooked  him. 


Julian  Simone tta 
7A 


The  Hanged  Man 

I  jumped  up,  and  ran  for  the  door.  The  door  seemed  so  far  out  of  reach.  I  seemed  to  be 
running  in  slow  motion.  My  heart  was  beating  so  loudly,  I  thought  it  would  burst.  My  hand  finally 
reached  the  door  knob.  The  door  wouldn’t  open.  I  tried  to  scream  but  I  was  full  of  fear,  and  no 
sound  would  come  out.  Finally,  the  door  opened  and  I  ran  as  fast  as  a  gazelle,  but  I  could  still  hear 
the  horrible  laughter,  and  it  seemed  to  be  getting  louder  and  closer  to  me.  “How  could  this  be?’’  I 
saw  the  head  come  off.  He  must  be  dead.  Was  it  all  in  my  imagination? 

All  of  a  sudden  the  lights  went  out.  I  couldn’t  find  the  light  switch,  but  I  could  feel 
someone  near  me,  someone  breathing  loudly.  As  I  reached  for  the  light  switch,  I  felt  a  hand  touch 
my  hand.The  lights  went  on  and  to  my  surprise  the  prison  governor  yelled  “  What  is  going  on? 
What  is  all  that  noise?  Aire  you  all  right?  You  look  like  you’ve  seen  a  ghost.” 

I  stood  frozen,  unable  to  speak.  I  felt  cold  and  hot,  and  my  legs  felt  weak  and  I  hit  the 
ground.  When  I  came  to,  everyone  was  around  me,  comforting  me.  I  stood  up;  as  the  sun  shone 
through,  I  saw  the  shadow  of  the  hanged  man  with  his  head  on. 

The  next  day  I  resigned. 


Mark  Asconi 
1C 


Hanged  Man 

As  the  guard  was  sleeping,  sounds  were  coming  from  the  hanged  man.  Suddenly,  the  rope 
snapped  and  the  hanged  man  hit  the  floor.  “What  was  that  ?”  the  guard  said.  He  felt  something  hit 
him  on  the  feet.  He  looked  down  and  saw  the  head  of  the  hanged  man.  “AAAAAAAHH! ! !” 
screamed  the  guard.  The  guard  ran  out  of  the  door  to  get  the  caretaker  and  the  prison  governor. 
When  the  caretaker  and  the  prison  governor  arrived,  there  seemed  to  be  nothing  wrong.  The 
hanged  man  was  still  hanging.  “Is  this  some  kind  of  joke  ?”  said  the  prison  governor  to  the  guard. 
“There’s  the  hanged  man  still  hanging  from  the  rope  and  with  his  head  still  on  !”  said  prison 
governor  sarcastically  again  to  the  guard.  When  the  prison  governor  and  the  caretaker  left,  the 
hanged  man  started  to  laugh.  The  next  morning  when  the  caretaker  and  the  prison  governor  came 
to  see  the  guard,  the  guard  and  the  hanged  man  were  missing.  Adi  that  they  found  was  a  big  puddle 
of  blood  in  the  centre  of  the  room.  Afterwards  they  gathered  people  up  to  do  a  big  search  to  find 
the  guard  and  the  hanged  man,  but  they  never  found  them. 

Josh  Mitchell 
1C 


Miscellaneous  Poetry 


Burning  Building 

A  stampede  of  men 
A  hell  of  fire 

A  horde  of  reporters 
A  building  of  screams 

A  yell  of  words 
A  dampness  of  water 

A  empire  of  fire 
A  death  of  people 

A  drone  of  sirens 
A  smash  of  windows 

An  infinity  of  ladders 
A  climb  of  stairs 

A  rescue  of  people 
A  colossus  of  splashing  water 

A  volcano  of  ash 
A  help  of  ambulances 

A  twirl  of  air  blows  over  the  city 
as  people  are  rescued  from  a  burning  building. 

Thomson  Choi 
7B 

A  Friendship  Down  the  Drain 

A  great  deal  of  betrayal 
A  performance  of  wrath 
A  longing  of  heart 

This  kind  of  friendship  tears  people  apart 
A  stench  of  sadness 
An  act  of  selfishness 
A  breaking  of  trust 

A  promising  relationship  is  now  nothing  much. 


David  McConnell 
7B 


Food 

A  spine-tingling  of  spices 
a  stinking  of  storage 
an  invasion  of  steam. 

A  beating  of  eggs 
a  whipping  of  cream 
a  chariot  of  cheeses 
a  foliage  of  vegetables. 

A  grasping  of  smells 
a  stampede  of  tasters 
an  embodiment  of  delight. 

A  culture  of  food 
a  spike  of  pizzas 
a  waterfall  of  wontons 
a  phalanx  of  souvlaki 
a  rainbow  of  shrimp 
a  conniving  of  quiches 
a  splashing  of  salad 
a  unity  of  sauces 
a  whip  of  sausages 
a  blooming  of  roast  onions. 

A  stab  of  starvation 
a  gnawing  of  stomachs 
an  insanity  of  soon-to-be  eaters. 
A  rampage  of  waiters 
an  enlightenment  of  stomachs 
a  forest  of  forks 
a  piggery  of  eaters. 

A  wasteland  of  leftovers 
a  bloating  of  bodies 
a  catastrophe  of  cholesterol. 


The  Pie 

There  once  was  a  boy  who  ate  a  pie. 

And  in  that  pie,  there  was  a  fly, 
and  in  that  fly  there  was  a  guy 
Who  didn’t  know  where  he  was. 

In  that  guy,  there  was  some  dye, 

Purple,  red  and  green. 

And  in  that  dye, there  was  a  hi! 

Waving  to  all  the  world. 

In  that  hi,  there  was  a  sigh, 

Tired  of  all  the  work. 

And  in  that  sigh  there  was  a  tie, 

With  little  cartoons  on  it. 

In  that  tie  there  was  a  pie, 

And  the  poem  starts  all  over  again 

Matthew  Munzar 
7C 


TELEVISION 

When  that  little  box  lights  up,  we  all  get 
entertained. 

As  you  press  that  button,  your  body  and  brain 
Achieve  a  kind  of  happiness  you  just  can’ t  explain  . 

Arguments  can  be  made  about  that  little  box; 
it  seems  to  stay. 

Even  if  we  hate  the  little  thing,  it  won’ t 
go  away. 

The  idea  of  absolutely  no  work 
Makes  us  an  offer  we  can’t  refuse. 

When  we  get  bored  we  all  go  to 
The  tube. 

Where  a  family  can  solve  their  problems 
In  thirty  minutes. 

Whether  we  hate  it  or  love  it,  we 
All  watch  a  thing  called 
Television. 

Nicholas  King 
7B 


A  Perfect  World? 


It's  really  lonely  at  the  top. 

Stressful  decisions,  will  it  ever  stop? 

Emotional  insanity,  I'm  over  the  edge. 

That's  why  I'm  standing  on  this  ledge. 

My  problems,  they  cannot  be  solved. 

They  will  not  go  away,  they  will  not  dissolve. 

I  close  my  eyes  tightly,  in  anticipation. 

Of  my  new  life,  a  permanent  vacation. 

I  am  now  aware  of  people  screaming. 

But  I  don't  care,  I'm  still  leaving. 

A  voice  to  my  left  says  I  shouldn't  be  mad. 
"Your  life's  worth  living,  it  can't  be  that  bad." 

"I'll  give  you  anything,  just  please  don't  go." 
"You  can  start  again  if  you  take  it  slow." 

"Don’t  say  that  to  me!  I  know  you  lie!" 

"Next  you'll  say  please  come  inside!" 

"I'm  going  to  jump,  I  won’t  change  my  mind." 
"My  head  is  clear.  I'm  going  to  unwind." 


Matthew  Osten 
8A 


Life 

God  gave  us  the  gift  of  life 
Take  advantage  of  his  gift 
And  he  will  send  it  no  more 

Life  is  a  gift,  not  a  toy 


David  Salomon-Lima 

8A 


Life 

Life  the  most  unknown  definition 
of  all  the  words  in  the  world. 
Could  it  mean  love?  Could  it  mean  hate? 
Or  could  it  mean  happiness? 


Life  to  me  is  like  a  poem, 
there  is  always  more  than  one 
definition  to  it  but 
you  never  know  what  the 
real  one  is.  The  decision 
is  yours . 


Life  is  like  climbing  a  mountain 
you  can’t  do  it  without 
proper  gear. 

Life  is  like  a  newborn  butterfly 
opening  its  wings  to  the  evil  world 
hesitantly,  fearfully,  not  daring  to 
trust. 


The  only  one  who  knows 
what  life  means  is  God 
and  he  is  the  only  one 
that  will  know, 
and  for  some  odd  reason 
I  like  it  that  way. 


Derek  Simon 
8A 


MAN’S  BEST  FRIEND? 


As  I  was  turning  off  the  lamp  beside  my  head 
I  saw  a  huge  shadow  emerge  toward  my  bed, 

I  reached  for  my  bat  and  threw  up  in  dismay 
As  I  saw  a  puddle  of  drool  that  formed  into  a  K, 

I  covered  my  head  and  began  to  wonder 
what  evil  things  this  beast  might  plunder, 

It  might  rip  out  my  flesh  and  suck  my  bones  dry, 
Or  maybe  it  may  use  its  claws  to  tear  out  my  eye, 
A  can  of  mace,  a  45! 

Is  all  I  would  need  to  stay  alive, 

I  know  this  for  I  saw  it  an  hour  ago 
On  Pay-Per  View,  the  late  night  show, 

I  went  to  bed  but  couldn’t  go  to  sleep 
I  was  worried  that  something  might  grab  my  feet 
My  parents  swore  upon  their  honour 
That  I  was  safe  and  not  a  goner, 

I  guess  tomorrow  they  will  see  their  sad  mistake. 
They’ll  come  in  the  next  morning  and  say... 
What  was  all  that  noise  last  night? 

It  seemed  as  if  you  had  a  fight." 

Only  then  will  they  surmise 
The  gruesomeness  of  my  demise. 

As  my  remains  stay  in  a  heap. 

Mom  will  look  at  dad  and  he  will  say 
Too  bad  he  had  to  go  that  way. 

It  wouldn’t  have  been  an  awful  sight 
If  the  dog  would  learn  how  to  bite. 


FAMILY 

Our  family  has  been  together, 
laughing  and  all, 
having  fun,  being  happy, 
until  one  incident  came  along. 

My  parents  had  an  argument, 
they  both  said  it’s  over, 

I  was  in  the  comer  crying, 
thinking  we  won’t  be  together  anymore. 

I  felt  I  would  cry  for  weeks, 
that  our  family  was  four  , 
and  now  is  three, 

as  my  mother  walked  through  the  open  door. 

My  father  sat  down, 
telling  us  to  quit 
the  crying,  and  said 
mother  went  on  a  business  trip. 

We  won’t  see  her  for  days,  he  said, 
and  that  was  when  I  knew, 
that  our  days  like  a  family 
were  now  totally  through. 


Kostas  Anastopoulos 

8A 


Mv  Father 

One  day  I  will  be  powerful. 

One  day  I  will  persevere. 

These  days  will  be  forged  from  my  superiors. 

I  will  do  as  they  did 

As  I  have  learned  from  these  acts  from  the  past. 

I  look  at  them  now,  foreseeing  many  years  to  come 
Many  years  of  maturity  to  come. 

Soon  I  will  sing  my  first  war  song 
I  will  smoke  the  ceremonial  tobacco. 

Its  smooth,  smokey  fumes  like  ribbons  in  the  air 
withholding  secrets  we  will  have  to  fight  for 
If  we  wish  to  have  revealed. 

The  dry-stick  fire  flickers  before  me 
Still  it  cracks  and  snaps  that  gentle,  cozy,  comforting  sound. 
My  father  I  secretly  stare  at.  Observing  his  tired,  brown  skin 
The  soft  light  of  the  fire  reflects  off  his  dark,  shiny  hair 
As  the  flame  still  dances  away. 

The  distinguishing  wrinkles  are  a  sign  from  the  past. 

A  breeze  shiver  is  healed  by  the  silky  sand  underneath  my 
deer  skin  pants 

I  can  feel  the  feathers  in  my  hair  tickling  my  neck. 

Duncan  McEntyre 
8A 


“FREEDOM  MACHINE” 

The  leaves  are  red  and  no  longer  green. 

As  I  shift  into  fifth  in  my  “Freedom  Machine”. 


The  engine  is  roaring  like  a  lion, 
This  jungle  I  have  entered  I  do  not  fear, 
For  I  am  king  of  the  road. 


No  one  can  catch  me,  no  one  can  get  in  my  way. 
For  I  am  the  king,  at  least  for  a  day! 

Oh!  How  I  wish  this  feeling  could  stay! 


The  leaves  are  red  and  no  longer  green. 

As  I  shift  into  first  in  my  “Freedom  Machine”. 


Jonathan  Nuss  8A 


The  Future 

An  eternity  of  uncertainties 
A  shadow  of  history 
A  thrust  of  ideas 
An  ocean  of  worries 
A  typhoon  of  inventions 
A  clash  of  destruction 
A  destination  unknown 
A  glimmer  of  hope 
A  fresco  of  illusions 
A  masquerade  of  promises 
A  fiesta  of  dreams 
A  punch  of  stubbornness 
A  plume  of  kindness 
A  chill  of  hate 
An  explosion  of  death 
A  meltdown  of  justice 

The  demise  of  the  past 


Claudio  Storelli 
8B 


Hope 

There  are  so  many  kinds  of  hope  now  today 
Hope  comes  in  every  shape,  size,  and  way. 

Most  of  us  expect  it,  assume  it,  regret  it, 

But  there  are  a  few,  the  chosen  ones,  who  understand  the  true 

meaning  of 

HOPE 


Henry  Buszard 
8  A 


Hoping  over  Hope 

I  don’t  want 
to  be  like  you 
but  to  be  accepted 
I  have  to 

I’m  pushing 
myself  to  be 
accepted  and  THEY 
can  see  it  too 

If  a  tree 
falls  on  me 
does  it  make 
a  noise? 

Does  anyone 
care,  should 
I  keep  my  hope? 

I’ve  lost 
faith  in  you 
and  the 

only  thing  I  can  do 
is 


hope 


Ned  Maloney 
8A 


The  Night 

He  walks  down  the  road. 

He  feels  the  humid,  warm  air 
of  the  early  night  on  his  face. 

He  sees  the  overcast  sky 
but  feels  happy  nevertheless. 
He  smiles  just  for  the  sake  of  it. 
The  night  is  a  welcome  refuge 
from  the  worries  of  the  busy  day. 


The  War 

Sitting  with  the  team 
Your  stomach  doing  flips 
You  eye  the  competition 
Your  weight  is  called 
Your  knees  are  weak 
You  stand  and  hold  your  breath 
Stare  down  your  opponent 
See  the  fear  in  his  eyes 
You  know  who  the  champion  is 
Your  bodies  are  poised 
A  whistle  is  heard 
The  war  begins 
Intensity  unmatched 
The  physical  game  of  chess 
man  to  man,  heart  to  heart 
Bring  him  down,  take  control 
In  a  brief  second,  the  match  is  won 
Your  arm  is  raised,  victorious 
His  left  down,  vanquished. 


Alexis  As selin  8A 


Seth  Ross  8B 


THE  SCHOOLYARD 

A  shout  of  joy, 
as  children  play 
innocently 

A  taste 

of  something  sweet 
the  children  eat 

A  cry  of  distress, 
as  a  child  falls  to  the  ground 
by  slipping  on  the  ice 

The  pain  of  a  cut, 
inflicted  accidentally 
or  so  it  seems 

Michael  Sanford 
8B 


C  DHTIEST 

The  contest  lasts  for  moments 
Though  the  training’s  taken  years 
It  was  not  the  winning  alone  that  was  worth  the  work  and  tears 

The  applause  will  be  forgotten 
The  prize  will  be  misplaced 
Any  new  challenge  you  have  just  begun 
Put  forth  your  best  and  you  have  already  won 


Tommy  Mezey 


8B 


- choose - 
Life  or  death 
Love  or  wealth 
Standing  tally 
or  standing  small 
- choose - 

David  Stem 
8A 


A  CHEST  FULL  OF  JEWELS 

A  scarlet  of  rubies 
A  sparkle  of  diamonds 
A  sun  of  gold 
A  shine  of  silver 
A  clover  patch  of  emeralds 
A  table  of  marble 
A  blizzard  of  pearls 
A  sky  of  sapphires 
A  moonlight  of  platinum 
An  orange  of  agate 
A  transparent  of  glass 
An  ocean  of  amethysts 
A  night  of  ebony 
A  cloud  of  quartz 
A  high  flame  of  turquoise 
A  world  of  lapis  lazuli 
And  a  chest  of  jewels 


Craig  Henderson  7B 


Volcano 


31  melt  of  fjeat 
31  blast  of  laba 
31  rain  of  rock 
31  shielb  of  smoke 
9  ring  of  fire 
31  song  of  beath 
31  plate  of  ash 
31  panorama  of  black 
31  boor  lb  of  nightmares 
31  bante  of  rebirth 
31  genesis  of  life 

jfUlichael  31nastasto 

m 

Occurrence 
A  stop  occurs 
An  occurrence  of  accidents 
A  honking  of  horns 
A  shout  of  drivers 
A  change  of  light 
A  shriek  of  tires 
A  thrash  of  speed 
And  up  ahead 
The  open  road. 


Olivier  Desmarais 

8B 


COLOUR  RHYMES 


GREEN  AS  CATS’  EYES 
GREEN  AS  GRASS 
BY  STREAMS  OF  WATER 
GREEN  AS  GLASS 

PINK  AS  PIGS 
PINK  AS  TOES 
PINK  AS  A  ROSE 
OR  A  BABY’S  NOSE 

ORANGE  AS  AN  ORANGE  TREE 
ORANGE  AS  A  BUMBLEBEE 
ORANGE  AS  THE  SETTING  SUN 
SINKING  SLOWLY  IN  THE  SEA 

PURPLE  AS  VIOLETS 
PURPLE  AS  PLUMS 
PURPLE  AS  SHADOWS 
ON  LATE  AFTERNOON 

GREEN  AS  LEAVES  ON  A  TREE 
GREEN  AS  ISLANDS  IN  THE  SEA 

GREEN  LEAVES 

AND  RED  BERRIES 
AND  PURPLE  FLOWERS 
AND  PINK  CHERRIES 

RED  TABLES 

AND  YELLOW  CHAIRS 

BLACK  TREES 

WITH  GOLDEN  PEARS 


MUNTASIR  KHALED 

7C 


Ths  IBcp^y  .fill'd  libs 

The  poem  I’m  about  to  say 
is  about  a  boy  one  day, 
who  came  to  be  without  money. 

You  see,  he  spends  the  day  and  night 
eating  to  his  hearts  delight. 

But  one  day  the  boy, 

(who  cannot  sit  without  a  toy) 
came  to  a  bakery 
without  a  lot  of  money. 

He  cried  and  cried, 

and  the  baker  said,  “I  have  to  decide.” 
With  that  he  went  to  the  back  of  the  store 
to  bring  out  a  big,  fat  boar. 

And  now  you  see, 

the  boy  does  not  need  money. 


Sasha  A  Mandy 
7A 


In  the  shadows  out  comes  a  man  offering  evd. 
All  the  man  represented  was  the  devil. 

A  young  man  ponders  over  rights  and  wrongs, 
Then  takes  the  evil  with  hands  like  thongs. 

A  need  of  evil  then  grows  in  his  body, 

Leaving  him  impure  and  unholy. 

The  need  grows  into  a  violent  addiction, 

And  what  slowly  fades  is  his  education. 


He  then  drifts  away  from  his  loved  ones. 
And  what  is  left  in  his  mind  is  pressure  by  the  tons. 


Enrico  Quiiico 

7A 


Miscellaneous  Prose 


The  Six-Dav  Cycle 

The  six-day  cycle  was  implemented  at  Selwyn  House  in  1992. 
The  cycle  is  a  scheduling  system  that  assigns  numbers  to  days  at 
school.  It  was  created  because  the  teachers  felt  that  too  many 
classes  did  not  happen  with  the  previous  scheduling  system  based 
on  days  of  the  week.  Holidays  caused  the  missed  classes.  The 
six-day  cycle  is  complicated,  confusing,  and  unnecessary. 

A  schedule  based  on  days  of  the  week  is  easier  to 
remember,  because  it  co-incides  with  the  seven-day  week.  Instead 
of  having  to  associate  a  day  with  classes,  a  student  has  to 
associate  a  day  of  the  week  with  a  day  in  the  cycle,  then  the  day 
in  the  cycle  with  classes.  This  accounts  for  students  showing  up 
without  the  correct  material  and  incomplete  homework.  It  also 
makes  determining  due  dates  for  projects  and  recalling  special 
activities  more  difficult. 

Hasan  Mirza 


8C 


Rules 


Without  rules  people  wouldn’t  have  any  obligations  or  principles 
to  live  by.  In  life  rules  are  needed,  and  people  to  enforce  those  rules 

are  needed. 

If  a  society  or  community  doesn’t  have  laws,  people  would  go 
about  their  lives  doing  whatever  they  pleased  without  knowing  right 
from  wrong.  People  need  rules  to  limit  their  actions.  Most  laws  and 
house  rules  are  made  and  enforced  to  insure  everybody’s  safety  and 
prevent  total  disorder  and  chaos.  However,  laws  aren’t  worth  anything 
if  there  isn’t  anyone  to  enforce  them. 

We  live  in  a  community  with  little  crime.  We  have  laws  to  limit 
our  citizens’  behaviour  and  keep  them  safe  and  we  have  police  to 
enforce  such  laws.  Likewise  at  school  we  have  rules  and  teachers  so  we 
can  live  in  a  safe  environment. 


Anonymous 


Capital  Punishment 

Capital  punishment  is  a  sin!  The  difference  between  murdering  an  innocent  person  and  a 
person  who  is  presumed  guilty  is  slim.  After  all,  killing  someone  is  murder  and  there  shouldn’t  be 
any  exceptions.  However,  some  Canadians  still  believe  that  capital  punishment  should  be 
reinforced.  My  thesis  is  that  capital  punishment  should  be  abolished  throughout  the  world. 

‘Thou  shalt  not  kill.”  Remember  that  phrase  from  the  Bible.  It  is  one  of  the  ten  most 
important  laws  for  several  religions.  People  say  that  criminals  who  commit  murder  should  not  be 
judged  by  our  moral  principles;  nevertheless,  the  Ten  Commandments  are  commandments  that 
should  be  strictly  obeyed.  Those  laws  apply  to  everyone.  Even  if  you  are  an  emperor,  you  still 
cannot  disobey  the  commandments  without  sinning.  That  is  why  the  government  should  not  have 
the  right  to  take  the  life  of  a  human. 

Capital  punishment  is  not  good  retribution.  I  think  that  people  over  the  ages  have  forgotten 
the  main  reason  for  retribution.  The  main  reason  is  to  change  and  teach  people.  Killing  does  not 
change  or  teach  people.  It  only  erases  one  human  being  from  this  world.  If  we  want  to  change  and 
teach  people,  we  have  to  give  them  another  chance  and  not  kill  them.  This  is  why  capital 
punishment  should  have  never  been  applied  to  the  law. 

Chris  Chan 
8C 


A  Wish  to  Jam 

If  I  had  one  wish  I’d  wish  to  jam.  I’d  wish  to  jam  like  the  “Rim  Rocketers”  in  the  NBA.  I 
would  be  able  to  do  a  reversal  slam  like  Penny  Hardaway,  or  an  alley-hoop  like  Shaq.  I  would  also 
be  able  to  do  beautiful  and  graceful  jams  like  Michael  Jordan.  If  I  could  slam  I  would  probably  be 
the  best  basketball  player  in  the  whole  world  and  nobody  would  be  able  to  stop  me  when  I  was  on 
the  court. 


Gurinder  Samrai 
8A 


BEN  KINGSTON 


His  name  is  Ben  Kingston.  He  has  green,  punk-like  hair  that  sticks  out  like  a  porcupine’s 
back.  He  wears  three  golden  earrings:  two  on  the  right  ear  and  one  on  the  left.  He  is  thirteen  years 
old  but  looks  like  he’s  ten  because  he’s  short  and  fat.  He’s  not  well  educated  and  is  in  the  roughest 
gang  of  the  city.  What  I  mean  is  that  his  gang  steals,  smokes,  kills,  and  sniffs  illegal  substances. 
That’s  really  bad.  You  never  know  what  can  happen  to  you.  Ben  has  eyes  as  dark  as  night  and  red 
as  rubies.  His  look  makes  you  feel  he’s  going  to  attack  you  at  very  high  speed,  just  like  a  husky. 
His  fat,  chubby  belly  makes  you  feel  he’s  a  fat  whale.  Nevertheless,  he’s  strong  like  cowboys 
while  they’re  riding  broncos!  He’s  a  suntanned  American  who  speaks  English  like  punks.  I  forgot 
to  tell  you  before,  but  he’s  an  alcoholic.  Ben’s  gang  must  steal  a  lot  of  money  to  buy  alcoholic 
beverages. 


Peter  Frem 
7C 


Looking  Out  Of  Mv  Window 

Every  day  in  the  afternoon,  Benny  would  stop  what  he  was  doing  and  stare 
out  of  the  window.  Sure  enough,  every  day  a  beautiful  lady  in  her  late  thirties 
would  walk  down  the  sidewalk  right  in  front  of  his  apartment.  As  she  walked,  her 
silky  golden  hair  would  wave  up  and  down,  like  a  field  of  prairie  wheat.  When 
Benny  first  saw  her,  her  twinkling,  emerald  eyes  made  him  stop  and  stare.  She 
opened  her  mouth  as  if  she  was  about  to  say  something,  but  just  smiled  and 
walked  away.  He  froze.  A  ray  of  gladness  came  down  on  him.  She  was  like  a 
1957  Corvette.  Beautifully  shaped  and  with  perfect  features.  Her  skin  seemed 
smoother  than  chocolate.  That  one  moment  of  the  day  would  give  him  the  energy  to 
keep  on  working. 

Pablo  Durana 
7B 


Aeroplanes 

The  key  to  aeroplane  flight  lies  in  the  aerofoil.  The  aerofoil  is  the  cross  section  of  the 
wings.  Aeroplane  wings,  helicopter  rotor  blades,  and  hydrofoils  all  have  an  aerofoil.  As  you 
already  know  it  is  a  cross  section  which  is  curved  on  top,  flat  underneath,  rounded  at  the  front,  and 
tapers  at  the  end.  It  is  this  shape  that  provides  aircrafts  with  enough  lift  (boost)  to  fly.  The  shape  of 
aeroplane  wings  varies.  Slow  planes,  such  as  the  Hercules,  which  has  a  cruising  speed  of  350 
mph,  have  wings  at  right  angles  to  the  fuselage.  Airliners  such  as  the  Boeing  767  and  the  airbus 
320  travel  at  speeds  of  up  to  560  mph,  and  have  their  wings  swept  back  at  an  angle  The 
supersonic  Anglo-French  plane.  Concord,  cruises  at  1350  mph,  and  has  sharply  swept-back 
wings  and  a  pointed  nose  to  minimize  drag.  The  first  aeroplane  flight  was  made  by  the  Wright 
brothers  in  1903. 


Christopher  Robinson 

1C 


Mv  Room 

I  love  my  room;  it  is  so  cozy  you  feel  like  you’re  floating  in  the  air.  It  always  has  a 
wonderful,  clean,  citrus  smell.  My  room’s  atmosphere  makes  you  feel  right  at  home. 

The  bed  in  my  room  is  placed  at  the  back.  The  bed  is  of  a  superior  comfort 
and  the  design  is  blue  plaid.  You  feel  like  it  moulds  to  the  contour  of  your  body,  for  a 
wonderful  sleep.  The  carpeting  in  my  room  is  a  splendor.  The  carpet  is  ruby  red  and  very  soft  on 
your  feet.  I  have  a  desk  in  my  room.  It  is  dark  blue,  resembling  the  ocean  on  a  dark,  misty  day. 
The  desk  is  on  the  very  left  side  with  a  window  which  overlooks  the  street,  Grove  Park.  Multi¬ 
coloured  posters  are  surrounding  my  room.  People  like  Bo  Jackson,  Mark  Grace,  and  Melanie 
Turgeon,  a  great  Canadian  skier  with  a  lot  of  promise.  So  you  see  my  room  is  a  marvel,  full  of 
comfort,  people,  and  joy! 

Jerome  Miller 


Setting  Paragraph 


1C 


The  morning  mist  was  rising  as  the  church  bell  rang  six.  The  cobblestones 
echoed  from  the  many  horse  hooves  travelling  through  the  alleyways.  The  year  is 
1876  and  the  day  Octoberl3,  and  the  hustle  and  bustle  of  daily  life  is  just 
dawning  on  the  small  town  of  Mortimer,  Great  Britain.  The  cows  had  just 
finished  milking  hour  and  at  the  market  place  the  shops  were  preparing  for  the 
long  day  ahead  of  them.  The  town  settles  on  a  prairie  and  as  I  walk  out  the  dew 
comes  with  me. 


Conrad  R  Harrington  Jr 

7A 


Iii  Grade  7  we  get,  for  the  first  time,  a  choice  ot  which  sports  in  which  to  participate.  In  the 

fall  we  had  the  choice  between  football,  soccer,  and  normal  Phys.  Ed  In  the  winter  we  get  to 
choose  between  basketball,  hockey,  and  wrestling.  In  the  spring  we  get  the  options  of  rugby  and 
track  and  field/softball. 

The  football  team  was  divided  into  two:  The  Bruisers  and  The  Warriors.  Both  teams  were 
very  successful.  They  tied  for  first  place  in  a  jamboree.  The  soccer  team  finished  fifth  in  the 
International  Under  13  soccer  tournament  and  runners  up  in  the  city  final. 

The  basketball  team  played  its  first  exhibition  game  against  Centennial  Academy  on 
Tuesday,  November  14.  They  lost  by  the  score  of  43  -38.  Their  first  tournament  was  on 
November  24. 

The  hockey  team  tied  their  first  game  of  the  season  against  Laval  8-8.  In  their  second  game, 
they  went  to  Jean-Eudes  and  they  won  by  the  score  of  5-2. 

Congratulations  to  all  the  teams  and  good  luck  to  the  basketball  and  hockey  team’ 

Vidal  Sadaka 
1C 


The  Sunroom 

My  sunroom  is  on  the  second  floor  of  my  house.  It  is  all  the  way  to  the  back  and  it 
overlooks  the  back  garden.  It  is  painted  in  a  salmon  colour  and  the  ceiling  is  like  an  oval.  It  is  a 
rectangular  room  and  the  two  of  the  walls  are  covered  with  windows.  Those  windows  are  dressed 
by  attached  cotton  lace  curtains,  which  let  a  dim  light  shine  through.  There  is  a  radiator  under  the 
windows.  There  is  a  fire  place  which  does  not  work  and  it  has  never  been  used  since  we  bought 
the  house.  Old  straw  sofas  enable  us  to  sit  comfortably  and  relax.  A  straw  table  matches,  covered 
by  a  half  inch  of  glass.  On  the  sofa  lies  my  electric  guitar.  A  beautiful  lamp  sits  on  a  table  in  the 
comer  of  the  room.  The  room  has  a  wooden  floor  just  like  the  floor  of  the  whole  second  storey.  In 
that  room  there  is  the  family  computer  and  beside  lies  my  Peavey  Rage  158  amplifier.  It  is  a  chilly 
room  in  the  winter.  The  heating  does  not  work  very  well.  In  the  summer  that  room  is  my  favourite 
room  in  the  house.  It  is  a  cozy  and  comfortable  room.  I  like  to  work  and  enjoy  playing  my  guitar  in 
that  room. 


Ed  Morin 
7C 


There  were  a  lot  of  interesting  trophies  and  pictures  in  the  display  cases  of 
Selwyn  House.  Most  of  them  were  interesting,  like  the  old  ones  of  the  cricket 
team;  I  never  knew  there  had  been  a  cricket  team  at  Selwyn  House.  The  older 
trophies  weren’t  that  nice  compared  to  today’s  trophies.  But  it  was  neat  to  see 
some  old  ones  from  1900  and  on.  I  didn’t  really  know  that  Selwyn  House  was 
that  old.  That  probably  explains  all  the  trophies. 

Timothy  Ho 


The  Beaties 

Beatle  Mania.  One  of  the  most  phenominai  periods  in  American  history.  People  were  united 
over  their  intense  passion  for  the  new  and  revolutionary  beat  and  lyrics.  Without  knowing  it,  Paul 
McCartney,  John  Lennon,  George  Hamson  and  Ringo  Starr  united  the  entire  planet  in  an 
unprecedented,  worldwide  obsession.  They  were  remembered  for  their  new  beat,  rhythm,  and 
haircuts,  and  also  for  the  fact  that  they  lasted  so  long.  Beatie  Mania  lasted  for  over  five  years.  I 
believe  that  they  lasted  so  long  because  they  were  clean;  they  didn’t  do  any  major  drugs  or  alcohol 
unti  later  on  in  their  career  when  they  started  to  go  down  hill.  John  was  the  first  to  go  down  and,  a 
couple  of  years  afterwards,  the  rest  of  the  Beatles  followed.  Their  greatest  albums  were  in  the 
dawn  of  the  Mania,  and  it  is  in  that  period  that  we  like  to  remember  them. 


Sam  Carsiey 
8C 


Christmas 

I  believe  that  Christmas  is  a  very  special  time.  I  believe  that  it  should  be  a  time  of 
togetherness.  It  is  a  time  where  family  and  friends  get  together  and  celebrate  the  Christmas 
Holidays.  Adults  get  to  see  their  parents  and  other  family  members  that  they  haven’t  seen  in  quite  a 
while.  For  children  it  is  a  very  special  time  because  they  get  to  see  Santa  Claus  and  get  a  few  gifts. 
However  people  these  days  don’t  really  understand  the  true  meaning  of  Christmas.  They  believe 
that  Cliristmas  is  coming  so  they’re  going  to  get  plenty  of  gifts.  You  must  admit  that  I  am  right.  I 
mean,  just  look  at  all  the  advertisements  from  stores.  They  are  having  Christmas  sales  and 
everything.  Christmas  is  when  Jesus  was  bom  so  I  think  we  should  start  to  think  more  of  family 
than  of  gifts. 


Jonathan  Simonetta 

8A 


“U”  or  no  “U”.  that  is  the  question 

During  an  8C  English  class  this  year,  there  has  been  a  debate  over  whether  or  not  words 
such  as  color,  flavor,  or  neighbor  should  be  spelled  with  a  “u”  after  the  “o”.  It  has  been  argued 
that  this  spelling  is  part  of  a  British  heritage,  or  some  other  sort  of  valuable  tradition.  However, 
these  ideas  are  absurd.  It  is  quite  clear  that  these  words  do  not  need  to  be  spelled  with  a  “u”! 

We  are  not  British,  nor  European.  We  are  Canadians.  These  spellings  are  not  part  of  a 
Canadian  “mystique”.  Canadians  do  not  boast  in  their  country  because  they  spell  words  with  a 
“u”.  It  is  good  to  be  a  die-hard  Canadian,  but  why  must  they  be  so  wrapped  up  in  themselves  not 
to  even  allow  other  people,  like  Americans,  to  spell  words  without  the  “u”? 

•  /  'i  '  ,  •  ^ ,  '  i  * 

Many  immigrants  have  problems  adjusting  to  the  “Candian  way”.  People  come  to  Canada 
and  can  not  write  an  effective  busines  letter  because  they  omit  the  “u”  and  end  up  with  a  large 
number  of  spelling  mistakes.  If  a  child  from  the  States  were  to  come  here  and  write  an  essay,  he 
would  fail.  Too  many  spelling  mistakes. 

It  is  very  well  and  fine  that  Canadians  spell  their  words  the  way  they  want.  Why, 
however,  must  they  reject  the  spellings  of  others?  There  are  different  ways  of  writing,  and 
spelling.  Why  can  not  all  the  ways  be  accepted? 


Christopher  Maughan 

8C 


Green:  The  Biography  of  a  Granny  Smith  Apple 

A  shimmering  hand  reached  for  the  green,  shining,  globe-like  fruit  and  plucked  it  from  the 

tree. 

After  the  apple  had  been  rushed  through  the  cleaning  cycle,  a  geeky  apple  packager  named 
Billy  got  a  bit  hungry  and  decided  to  sneak  an  apple  before  lunch.  It  just  so  happened  that  the 
apple  that  Billy  had  picked  was  the  same  apple  the  shimmering  hand  had  plucked  from  the  tree. 
Billy  had  just  enough  time  to  take  one  bite  when  his  boss  came  strolling  into  the  factory  room. 
Billy  threw  the  apple  into  the  crate  with  all  the  others,  sealed  it  shut,  and  slipped  it  through  to  the 
special  room  where  it  would  be  shipped  to  Las  Vegas,  Nevada. 

A  strong  man  named  Bif  took  the  crate  filled  with  apples  and  hoisted  it  onto  the  plane.  The 
apple  soon  reached  its  destination. 

Once  the  plane  had  landed,  the  crates  of  fruit  were  put  onto  a  trolly  and  would  soon  be  in  a 

supermarket. 


When  this  finally  happened,  the  green  apple  sat  there  with  a  pile  of  other  apples,  waiting  to 
be  picked  up  by  a  shopper. 

Many  people  passed  by  the  apple  and  one  day  it  got  picked  up  by  a  six-year-old  boy  who 
brought  it  back  to  his  mother  with  whom  he  was  shopping.  He  asked  his  mom  if  they  could  buy  it 
and  she  said  yes.  Neither  the  mother  nor  the  son  had  seen  the  bite  because  if  they  had  they 
obviously  wouldn’t  have  bought  it. 

As  the  mother  and  son  left  the  supermarket,  the  boy  took  the  apple  out  of  the  shopping  bag 
and  decided  to  eat  it.  But  before  he  could  put  it  in  his  mouth,  it  slipped  out  of  his  hand  and  onto 
the  road.  The  boy  was  about  to  pick  it  up  but  his  mother  told  him  that  was  disgusting  so  he  left  it 
there.  ,, 

About  an  hour  later,  a  homeless  person  came  across  the  apple  and,  dying  of  starvation, 
decided  to  eat  it.  As  the  homeless  person  walked  down  the  street,  pleased  with  his  discovery, 
another  homeless  man  who  was  a  bully  confronted  him  and  demanded  the  apple.  He  refused  and 
they  got  into  a  fight.  The  bully  punched  the  other  homeless  man  and  the  apple  went  flying  into  the 
air  and  landed  right  in  front  of  a  dog.  The  dog  picked  it  up  and  carried  it  off. 

It  carried  the  apple  proudly  until  it  saw  a  mailman.  The  dog  dropped  the  apple  in  the 
middle  of  the  road  and  chased  the  man.  All  of  a  sudden  a  ‘57  Chevy  came  roaring  by  and  ran  over 
the  unsuspecting  apple,  thus  ending  the  life  of  Green,  the  granny  smith  apple. 

Colin  McKenzie 
8C 


Vendome  St. 

Every  day  I  do  the  same  routine.  Come  to  school  on  the  train,  go  home  on  the  train.  I  have 
to  walk  up  a  street  and  then  take  the  bus.  This  street  is  called  Vendome  Street.  It  had  already 
occured  to  me  that  this  might  be  a  good  place  for  people  to  hang  out  and  mug  kids  but  I  never 
thought  it  would  happen  to  me. 

One  day,  two  of  my  friends  were  stuck  up  for  money  and  I  have  to  admit  that  I  was  scared. 
I  panicked,  but  not  enough  to  take  another  route  to  and  from  the  station.  After  more  people  were 
almost  mugged  and  I  came  close  myself  I  started  to  reconsider.  I  can’t  let  them  win,  I  thought  to 
myself.  I  tried  to  tell  myself  that  I  wasn’t  scared,  I  was  going  to  keep  walking  down  that  street  and 
I  didn’t  care  if  I  got  mugged.  It  is  the  criminals  who  are  wrong  so  it  is  they  who  are  going  to  have 
to  change.  Then  I  received  the  news  that  some  guys  had  been  caught. 

Since  that  I  have  walked  down  Vendome  Street  every  time  up  to  this  very  day.  The 
muggers  were  taken  to  court  and  my  two  friends  testified  against  them.  They  were  found  guilty 
and  everybody  got  their  money  back.  I  am  very  much  relieved  that  it  is  all  over. 

Liam  Pauli 

8C 


To  whom  it  may  concern, 

We,  Quebecers,  Canadians,  citizens  of  the  world,  are  simply  not  taking  enough  care  for 
our  planet.  No,  this  is  not  another  boring  environment  speech;  instead,  I  wish  to  talk  to  you  about 
our  behaviour.  Canada:  one  of  the  most  prosperous  and  liberated  countries  of  the  world.  We  have 
resources,  fresh  water  and  a  health  system.  Yet  we  are  not  being  responsible  for  our  country.  We 
are  trying  to  split  it  up,  tear  up  the  society  that  is  the  envy  of  the  world.  I  am  not  trying  to  single 
anybody  out,  but  the  fact  remains  that  we  are  being  greedy  and  selfish.  Comments  made  by  the 
Partie  Quebecquois  surprised  me.  When  we  did  a  class  survey,  it  turned  out  that  100%  were  of 
ethnic  origins.  When  you  look  deep  down,  this  whole  referendum  is  all  a  matter  of  power.  It  is 

up  to  you  to  find  out  why.  Be  responsible;  realise  what  we  have  that  so  many  others  have  not. 


Matthew  Busbridge  8A 


As  he  woke  up  he  immediately  felt  the  searing  pain  in  his 
broken  arm.  He  painfully  walked  over  to  the  mirror  and  stared 
aimlessly  at  his  sullen  image.  His  usual  tired  and  surly  face 
turned  into  a  frown  as  he  gazed  at  the  bruises,  his  swollen  arm 
and  his  unshaven  beard.  He  now  recalled  what  had  happened  the  day 
before.  He  had  robbed  a  bank.  He  remembered  that  while  running 
away  from  the  pursuing  police  he  had  shot  an  innocent  by-stander. 
He  now  dressed  in  blue  jeans  and  a  T-shirt,  sat  down  and  started 
thinking  of  a  fiendish  ransom  scheme.  Soon,  he  thought, the  Mafia 
would  find  out  what  a  criminal  master-mind  he  really  was. 


Anonymous 
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